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THE ROAD BEYOND THE TOWN 


THE ROAD BEYOND THE TOWN 


A ROAD goes up a pleasant hill, 
And a little house looks down: 
Ah! but I see the roadway still 
And the day I left the town. 


The day I left my father’s home, 
It’s many a year ago, 

And a heart and hope were brave to roam 
The long, long road I know. 


The long, long road by hill and plain, 
It’s tired the heart might be: 

But hope stayed bright in sun or rain, 
And a Voice that called to me. 


A Voice that called me over the hill 
And out of the little town: 
Ah! but I see the roadway still, 
And the good house looking down. 
13 


14 The Road Beyond the Town 


The house that spake me never a No! 
As I started brave away, 

But said with a heart of blessing, Go! 
And followed me every day. 


It followed me down the road of years, 
For a father’s heart is true, 
And joy is sweet in a mother’s tears 


For the deeds her child may do. 


The poor little deeds all powerless 
For the Kingdom of God would be, 
Save in His mercy will He bless 
The road that goes with me: 


The road that left a pleasant hill, 
Where a little house looks down: 

Ah! but I bless the roadway still, 
And the land beyond the town. 


WESTWARD ! 


eRe O the soul’s last port, Eternity, 

Our ship moves on. Unerring to the west 
With signs assured we keep a chart’s behest. 
Afar behemoths rise in savage glee, 

But sink before brave eyes; the variant sea 
With peace or passion tops each waving crest, 
Yet firm our Pilot stands,—a vision blest 
Leads o'er the waves, as Christ in Galilee. 


Ahead! there lies the port: due westward keep! 
The south lascivious flames with sensuous blue, 
And northern shoals are dead with atheist pride; 
But we from drifting graces on the deep 
Know paths of faith,—sure as Columbus knew 
The beckoning flotage of a landward tide. 
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A SNOWFALL 


ITH childhood’s heart of wonderment 
Urging my brow against the pane, 
I watch the falling snow. 
Peace is my gain 
And that delight where youth remains content. 
Across the earth the tides of whiteness flow; 
And, as a ship, my soul 
Rides waves of unelusive joy, 
Far from the century’s annoy, 
And farther, farther o’er the seas 
To the glittering Hesperides. 
Ahoy! Ahoy! 
I hear the voices down the sky, 
And quick to them I cry 
The word they sang of Israel— 
In desert-march, footsore and drear, 
The while the healthful manna fell— 
Our God is here, 


Emmanuel! 


A Snoufall 17 


O, ye white messengers of peace, 

Fair types of heavenly flowers ye come, 

Of some calm land where worries cease 

And noisy care is dumb,— 

Out of the horticult of nebulae, 

A stainless edelweiss, 

In myriad device: 

As if upon some distant Milky Way, 

In pity of the flowerless meads of men, 
O’ercast with weedy gloom, 

The angels reaped the amaranthine bloom, 
And with a petaled spray, 

Made earth all beautiful again.— 

So in the carnival beside the Seine, 

High in the casements rosy fingers fleet 

Of children gleam, 

With childish joy for gain, 

As on the motley-crowded street, 

They shower confetti and their smiles that beam 
Like graces in a sinner’s heart of pain. 


TO AN OAK IN WINTER 


Gil hearts endure: and thou pre-eminent 

Above the dreary hills dost bravely wear 

Gray desolation. Vain the wolfish air 

With famine shrieks; thy peace remains 
content: 

Nay, bravelier still, in storms’ full armament, 

Thy heart lifts up, while hands in meekness 
bear 

Brown nests of June, attesting as in prayer, 

One kindly service done ere summer went. 


Here to thy look I kneel. O, take my arms 
Outstretched in earnest love: deep in my breast 
Intrepid set thy heart; endurance bring 

My later years in desolate alarms, 

And teach my hands to hold some service blest 
To prove my life when God comes in the Spring. 


TO MY SISTER 


ag of care at the forts of thought 
And thunders of high demand, 
And between us lies the valley of death, 
That I may not feel your hand. 


O, years will wear the memory out, 
When the eyes have not to see, 

And the valley of death is arched in miles 
Across from you to me! 


But love is a far, far stronger thing 
Whose breath is a thousand miles, 

And thunders of care will love laugh down 
And leap the interwhiles. 


O never a night comes over the hills 
And the first bright star appears, 
But across the valley of death to you 

I step through the severing years! 


The lamps of love they never burn down, 
Come care or storm’s affray, 

And we shall meet at the feet of Christ 
From a separate yesterday. 
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AMERICA 


dee art the goal of seeking centuries, 

Since first from Aryan valleys went the train 

Of unrecorded men, aglow with pain 

Of westward hope: from trackless lands and 
seas, 

In daring wonderment, they took rich fees; 

Made wise the hills of Greece, each Roman 
plain 

A mart, and Celtic towns beside the main 

That taught the Teuton hordes amenities. 


The gathered strength of time to thee remains, 

And mightier grows thy power from East and 
West. 

Yet wisdom keep for guide; court not decay; 

Give vision more than mines or teeming plains: 

One other line hold to thy sight as best— 

Godward! and thou shalt see Time’s latest day. 


20 


THE PATHWAY TO THE LIGHT 


ROM woodland walks I came one summer 
night; 

Among my friendly books, I felt the reign 
Of peace benign, and to the passing lane 

My lamp shone out, as if a blessing bright. 
Lo, at my window beat with wings all white 

A miller-moth; its tireless work was vain 
To reach the glowing lamp; my window pane 

With prison force outkept it from the light. 


Ah, then, kind Lord, I asked on bended knee 
For Thy sweet light across my earthly ways,— 
True as the sailor’s star unmoved above 
That homeward leads his bark. Oh, may I see, 
When up the ending pathway of Thy rays 
I come, no bars before the Throne of Love. 
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TWO KEYS 


I 


ITHIN the tower of sadness 
Is never blessed light, 
But self-love and its darkness 
And fancies that affright 
If eyes see not aright. 


The pain of loss can help us, 
And grief will be a grace, 

If God’s will is our wisdom 
That lights the stricken place 
With light that sees His face. 


I lost the key to sadness 
A long, long year ago; 

I pray I never find it, 
Come weal to me or woe; 


God’s will is all I know. 
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I] 


A blessed thing is sorrow, 
It whispers from the sky, 
And wisely does it answer 
With patience for a cry, 
Where sadness thought to die. 


The shadows serve the sunshine 
And bring the wind and rain, 

Or else refreshing fountains 
Would wither from the plain, 
As hearts that know not pain. 


O, keep the key of sorrow 
And enter when you may 

The chamber of its shadow, 
And peace be there alway, 
Mother of sorrows, pray. 


IN THE ABBEY OF THE WOODS 


PRELUDE 


ee woods raise high a temple’s amplitude, 
Adown whose aisles the organ breeze 

Sings with the birds’ antiphonies 
A symbol service for the Crib and Rood. 


I 
BLUEBIRDS 


As vergers at a temple door 
Announce the Sacred Hours, 
These bluebird voices come before 
The Spring’s expectant bowers, 
And call the woodland blooms once more 
To raise their praiseful flowers:— 
* Arise, good folk, by hill and plain, 
(In omni saeculo) 
And to the Spring with glad refrain, 
(Cantate Domino) 
Sing canticles of praise again 
(Cum magno gaudio).” 
24 
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II 


THE CARDINAL 


Through all the purgatorial pains 
Of winter wind and snow, 
His voice is hushed and ne’er complains 
Of long and lonely woe: 
But when the blessed woods rejoice 
With spring and heavenly days, 
Exultantly returns the voice 
And heart renewed for praise. 


Ill 


OWLS 
Beyond the farthest gates of day 
Lost souls are they in Stygian night, 


That wail with endless ululay 
And flee with hate the blessed light. 


IV 
SPARROWS 


A farthing’s price such common things 
As sparrows are we say, 

All songless in their traffickings 
And useless all the day. 


26 In the Abbey of the Woods 


Oh, men are we of little worth, 
Yet may we learn of these, 

“‘Each sparrow fallen to the earth, 
A watchful Father sees.” 


OFFERTORY 


An altar is the eastern hill 
Aglow in morning’s hour, 
The chancel vales with incense fill 
From each adoring flower: 
“All glory to His holy will, 
And to His wondrous power.” 


V 
WRENS 


They sing of God at work or meat, 
For all they have or need, 

And Him with songful prayer entreat 
To bless each day and deed: 

For that they know is godliness, 
And well a Christian’s part,— 

In plenty’s peace or want’s duress 
To show a praiseful heart. 
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VI 


CROWS 


Ah, woel far out from peace, black scoffers 
brood 
With atheist hate; and when their call 
Rings wild with anarchy, they fall 
Down the dark vale for glut of carrion food. 


VII 


WINTER BIRDS 


All barren lies the wintry moor, 
And songless stands the air, 
Yet here these gray-robed birds endure 
Like friars at work and prayer: 
As if a Trappist brotherhood, 
They take deserted dells, 
And bless with orison the food 
They reap by snow-walled cells. 
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VII 


THE THRUSH 


His prie-dieu is a topmost tree, 
His prayer a song of ecstasy; 

(Owillof God! O blessed will!) 

Above the noisy lanes of care, 
Aloof in meditative air, 

(Be God’s good will mine to fulfil) 
Abides this brown contemplative 
With joys that here abundant live; 
(Seek first for God with heart and mind) 
As if his far-off sight could see 
That little house in Bethany, 

(All other things ye then shall find) 
Where Martha lived distracted days, 
And Mary kept one thoughtful gaze; 

(All thoughts but one are alien) 

And Christ did say that Mary’s heart 
Chose for its love the better part, 
(The loving thought of God. Amen!) 
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POSTLUDE 


Along the hills the morning runs 
Unto the valleyed day: 

One law goes westward with the suns,— 
The praise of God alway. 


THE WEST WIND 


T’S from the north a cold wind blows 
That has the bitter chill, 
And cold are clouds and windward snows 
Across the barren hill, 
But warm are they against the tongue 
That speaks a neighbor ill. 


All white with death the meadows lie, 
And sad the river stands, 

When cruel down a sunless sky 
The northern wind commands; 

And bitter words can sting to death 
A brother’s heart and hands. 


Oh, goodly gifts the west winds bring 
Across the sunny leas, 
The hedge and forest bourgeoning 
Along the gentle breeze; 
For treasures open from the heart 
When kindness turns the keys. 
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The West Wind 3] 


And Christ He is the west wind’s meed, 
He gives it heavenly aim; 

Through Him it heals the bruised reed 
And fans the smoking flame; 

And we are all good Christian men 


Who bear of Christ His name. 


A CHRISTMAS-EVE VIGIL 


Y heart was like a crowded inn 
Upon last Christmas night, 
The jewelled guests and mirth akin 
Made room and hallway bright; 
No stranger found a place within, 
Who came in lesser light. 


0, give that merriment its shame 
For this my sinful deed,— 
In humble garb, when Joseph came 
And spoke of Mary’s need, 
I heeded not the Holy Name 


Because of pleasure’s greed. 


How lonely rose the morning skies 
And brought me sorrow’s fill; 
For men I saw in shepherd guise, 
All joyous on a hill; 
Christ sends not to the worldly-wise 
His message of good-will. 
32 


A Christmas-Eve Vigil 33 


But here to-night my heart is free, 
Unburdened of its load; 

In prayer I wait the blessed Three 
In humble hill-abode, 

And watch, dear Babe, and look for Thee, 
With eyes adown the road. 


BY A WINDOW 


pees of spring is on. the lea, 

Birds to northern skies awing 
Joyous sing 

Life renewed to flower and tree. 

By a window’s cheerful light 

Sits, and sees the lawns below, 

Little Stella, wearing white 

Cheeks that keep the wintry snow. 


Comes the autumn with its pyre; 

South the birds in fear have gone, 
Gloom is on; 

Inner rooms the sick heart tire. 

’Neath a silent coffin-pane, 

Kindred to the fallen leaf, 

Cold and white is Stella lain, 

Senseless of her mother’s grief. 
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By a Window 


Night has lit the windowed sky, 

All its myriad panes aglow; 
Brighter grow 

Visions to a mother’s eye. 

Prayer has whispered grief away, 

Lit her eyes to look afar, 

And she sees a new birthday, 

Shining like an early star. 
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THE VESSEL OF SPRING 


GleD are the gates of the North and dark 
is the ice-king’s palace. 

Guarded by swift-winged spirits on cavalry 
winds from the Southland, 

Flying its color of green, the vessel of Spring 
at its mooring, 

There by the lush wide lowlands unprisons its 
burden of beauty. 

So on Armenian hills, in the far-off time of the 
Deluge, 

When all the floodgates were shut and safe 
were the paths in the valleys 

(Back to its cote came no more the dove with 
the pennant of olive), 

Noé unportalled the ark, and first with his 
sons made an altar, 

Sending the Sacrifice prayer, a sweet-smelling 
odor to heaven; 

Joyous he watched as the beasts with eagerness 


sped to the wild-ways, 
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And from the window aloft the birds as they 
mated went flying. 

Soon from a lair in the rocks the lioness called, 
and the lion; 

High sounded cries in the trees from the garrul- 
ous play of the squirrels; 

Down in the velvety meadows, the lambs un- 
fearing disported; 

Under the eaves of the ark the swallows quick 
moulded a cloister, 

While to the rounded height where the rainbow 
signalled its message, 

Mounted the carolling larks, and there, as 
the rain in the Deluge, 

Flooded the heavens triumphant with torrents 
of music incessant. 


So from the vessel of Spring, the dwellers of 
valley and highland, 

Come in their God-given order, and work in 
their musical concord, 

Where in the lands of Summer their young 
shall revel in plenty. 

Up with their banners of green comes an army 
as thick as the grasses, 
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High like a general’s plume are the torches of 
daffodils gleaming, 
Leading the battle-array and mocking the Win- 
ter’s surrender. : 
Red with the kiss of the sun are glowing the 
twigs of the beeches; 

Eager for tidings of May, the buds of the hedges 
are list’ning, 

Warm as the rosy-tipped ears of a child at the 
song of a mother. 

Down in the black leafy pool that hides in the 
womb of the forest, 

Clear sounds the flute of the frogs, from bass 
to the thin little treble; 

And in the temples of trees, sing chorister 
birds in cadence, 

Chanting, as if they were near the Sacrifice 
Altar of Noé, 

Hymns for the welcome of Spring and the 
worshipful care of the Master. 


THE DEAD SOUL AND THE LIVING 


ee in the lonely wood the black pool lies: 
Into its fetid heart no graces stray 
Of healing light; thick brambles give no way 
To balmy winds; gross vapors hide the skies. 
Foul lives here suck on aged death and rise 
In slimy swarms, and make for death a prey; 
Fouler the darkness grows, and blessed day 
Creeps farther off and leaves despair a prize. 


Oh, fairest is the soul that clings to God;— 
The little lake among the hills that smiles 

With constant blessing, and with blessing falls 
Into the brook. Its life to every valley sod 
Is life: and long though seem a thousand miles, 
Its heart goes singing where the Ocean calls. 
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BY BROOKS IN BALLYDEE 


] WATCH the ships go down the bay 
Far as the eye can see, 
And follow all my thoughts away 
To brooks in Ballydee: 
In Ballydee that was my home, 
I loved its earth and sky, 
And took its joy with me to roam 
And thoughts that never die. 


In Ballydee the brooks are small, 
By osier dells they glide, 
Two little feet could leap them all, 
Two hands could turn their tide: 
O, and two eyes were glad to see 
The distance of a day, 
Along the waters flowing free 
And dreams they bore away. 
40 


By Brooks in Ballydee 4] 


A pod would be my pirate boat, 
And seeds the daring crew, 

Excitement by the rocks would slip 
And steer disaster through: 

Or reeds were hopeful argosies 
I set my dreams upon, 

And back along a trembling breeze 
An ocean called me on. 


With tides of life I found the bay, 
And earned my share of gold; 

Big harbor sails are mine to-day, 
My fame afar is told. 

But gold and fame full half I’d give 
And more than half to see 

A youth I was again and live 


By brooks in Ballydee. 


ASTROLOGY 


Te worldly-wise in pride of fame 
Their birth in stellar magic see: 

The little ones of Christ will claim 
Their magi star, Humility. 
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ON A FLY-LEAF OF FATHER TABB’S 
LYRICS” 


N° booming cataracts of song 
Entrancing thrilled thy little lyre, 
Nor Alpine heights where visions throng, 
Full of a poet’s wild desire; 
But common things across the mead 
Gave minstrel wisdom to thy heart; 
Now fronded fern and elfin seed 
Wear well the halo of thine art: 
As if dead leaves on beechen trees, 
So pitiful ‘neath wintry skies, 
Should feel this wind an Easter breeze 
And rise a June of butterflies. 
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DESOLATION 


Ys FEE is the peace was promised me 
In thoughts supreme a year ago? 
False prophets of the shapeless woe 
That flings me now on praying knee. 


I feared nor cell nor warring field, 

~ So brave for Christ I thought to be; 
No cherished friend or liberty 

But at His call I’d gladly yield. 


Oh, rich was joy that distant day, 
When quick with love I took the load; 
Nor did I heed the parching road, 


Nor falter by its roughest way. 


Yet path and burden still remain, 
But listless grief now veils my face; 
And deedful peace has given place 

Within my heart to slothful pain. 
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Desolation 45 


See yonder shrine the candles light— 
Ah, then its splendor prompted prayer; 
Now, like the sun in misty air, 

Its glow is languor to my sight. 


Oh, long and weary seem the years 
Ahead by mountain and by plain! 
The sun is darkened, cold the rain 

That fills the bending flowers with tears. 


Oh, long and weary though they seem, 
My former thoughts shall solace me; 
Contentment’s light that used to be 

Shall lead me with its pillared gleam. 


No time is night to change the way, 
No judge is grief to counsel wise; 
But best to fasten in the eyes 

The path we chose in earnest day. 


Yea, now I see the even plain, 
And rifting are the clouds on high; 
Like dawn comes joy across the sky 
And clears my heart of futile pain. 


A BALLAD OF MAY 


[ is the May again, mother, 
The childhood of the year 
When beauty walks the wakened world, 
And heaven seems so near; 
It is the joyous May, mother, 
And joyous most to me, 
For that it wakens in my heart, 
Old, loving thoughts of thee. 


The April days were cruel, 
With chilling wind and rain, 
That kept the skies so wintry, 
And prisoned earth in pain; 
But April days are over, 
And May is reigning queen, 
Her law is in the woodlands, 


Her throne is on the green. 
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A Ballad of May 


Like priests before the altar, 
In Sacrificial Prayer, 
The tulips offer chalices, 
To thank the Master’s care; 
And birds in cloister woodlands, 
And fragrant aisles along, 
From matin hours to vesper, 
Sing their cathedral song. 


The little shrine of Mary 
(Among the rocks it lies) 
Is like a little bower, 
We dream in paradise; 
The rosaries of the myrtle, 
Are whispered all the day, 
And rich magnolia censers, 
Fling incense every way. 


Oh, May is queen of all the year, 
And Mary queen of May, 

So let our hearts be Maylands, 
Unto our Queen to-day; 

And take the Maytime voices, 
From field and tree above 

And turn their songs to Mary, 
To tell her children’s love. 
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A Ballad of May 


So May is here again, mother, 
And in its eyes I see, 
Remembrance of the beauty, 
Of days that used to be; 
And here before the shrine, mother, 
I kneel me now and pray, 
That May and Mary bless thee, 
And give thee joy alway. 


MY FATHER’S CARE 


IF some poor child on this drear winter night, 
Lost of its homeward way for all the snow, 
Should tramp the blinding moors, and further go 
Into the trackless woods in wild affright, 
Quick would the father set a beacon bright 

To make the window all a welcome glow, 
And call to every path, nor weary grow 

Till careful love direct his steps aright. 


And this is earnest of my Father’s care: 

He will not leave me lost. Too thick with dark 
The air about me lies; and everywhere 

Are calls bewildering. But on I roam, 

Nor fear to lose the certain way. And, hark! 
My Father’s voice. On! on! calling me Home. 
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A SUMMER EVENING 


Te twilight hour is dear to me 
With stories more than volumes hold, 
And richer are the sights I see 

Than had I pregnant purse of gold. 


For books and gold no younger build 
This age-bent frame and footstep slow, 

While here, this hour of dusk is filled 
With quickened life of long ago. 


To-night, as day died from the skies, 
And birds were silent in the trees, 

Up from the street came children’s cries 
That turned to music all the breeze. 


Oh, sounds of joy, Oh, power sublime! 
Age left my blood, youth lit my face; 
And memory showed the olden time 
And boré me to: youth's: evening place. 
Ne ae 
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It was a grass-nook ‘neath a tree, 
With shelter of a low stone-wall, 
Where oft our village group would be 
At signal of the nighthawk’s call. 


Oh, for the stories then we knew, 

That held our hearts with magic power, 
Close side to side each listener drew, 

And timid felt the dark’ning hour. 


The legend, best-loved of our store— 
(Bill Brown could tell it so, we cried)— 
Was of two orphan babes of yore, 
Lost in a wood until they died. 


And Gretchen’s death we often told, 
Poor, little peddler, thin of dress, 
A martyr of December’s cold, 
Dead near a mansion, penniless. 


Then all the stars of early night, 
We counted in the silent skies; 

And through the hill-pines, shining bright, 
The Moon-man caught our waiting eyes. 


52 


A Summer Evening 


The creeping darkness homeward sent 
Each little minstrel of our band; 

And low in prayer each knee was bent, 
And then the dreams of fairyland. 


Those olden hours are mine to-night, 
As, here alone and far away, 

I hear the sounds of pure delight, 
Ring out from children’s evening play. 


Oh, children, sound your voices long, 
And gladden all this evening hour; 

So in my heart will memories throng, 
And play their dreams of magic power. 


THE THEME 


c) Fieve chording harp and violins, 


The flute and reeds resound, 
(Through harmony’s astonishments) 
One melody inwound: 
As clearly as the breath of spring 
When flowery fields abound. 


Down all the vales of hearing run, 
Magical as a dream, 

Bewildering chords in perfect peace, 
Companioning a theme: 

Ten thousand concords unified 
Upon a cadenced stream. 


Our countless energies of life, 

The strife of nights and days, 
The mind’s endeavor and the will’s 

Sure harmonies upraise, 
Inwoven if one melody 

Gives God superna] praise. 
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Q. HORATIUS FLACCUS 


4 WG fale still in childhood’s lisp my tongue 
was bound 
My mother—as by looms the weaver stands 
Wedding the shuttled thread and warp un- 
wound— 
Would press my yielding lips with gentle 
hands, 


Till came articulate each simple sound. 


In later years, when schoolhood’s earnest heart 
In lisping song each passing mood betrayed, 

My Horace knew a mother’s patient art: 
Upon his Sabine lyre he sweetly played 

And sang alluringly of farm and mart. 


No song to fire a nation’s soul I claim; 
Yet joy is mine to boast one simple lay, 
(From thee, my Sabine bard, the manner 
came) 
That happy made my father ona day, 
Sent to his heart with love’s unerring aim. 
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THE EXEMPLAR 


“i the crushing hand the martyred 
rose 
Will leave the blessing of a dying breath,— 
As He from out the blood-press Cross of death 


“Forgive them, Father!’’ breathed upon 
His foes. 
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A HOMESICK CELT IN SPRING 


[ie coming is the spring again and warming 
is the breeze, 

Foreninst me with a heart of song its voice is 
on the trees; 

And soft and green is all the grass, a carpet 
on the hill, 

But greener in my heart of hearts are thoughts 
will never still, 

Of dear old days in Ireland, the spring that 
used to be, 

The wonder time at home it was, afore I 
crossed the sea. 


A hillside is in Ballycar my heart is sore to see, 

The hedges and a little house, I hear them 
calling me; 

The birds that knew me well, it’s true, I followed 
them a day, 

The eyes of me were full of joy along the 
April way; 
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And merry home from school I came and 
bringing for a prize 

My arms that high itself with flowers to start 
my mother’s eyes. 


It’s I that do remember well the time I came 
away, 

The lonely hearts that cried their fill, me 
leaving with the May; 

And sure | thought for all the world that tears 
were on the flowers, 

And in my mother’s eyes I saw a store of 
grieving showers; 

And up came Nora to the hedge, with heather 
from the glen, 

A token of good luck, says she, so I’d come 
home again. 


Oh, many, many is the spring that’s vanished 
with the years, © 

And many times the feeling was that hid my 
eyes in tears: 

Till Nora left the little glen and crossed the 
waiting sea, 
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And with her came the joy of May at home 
that used to be; 

The children grew and blessed us here, and 
little could I go | 

To see the hedges and the hill for news I long 
to know. 


But here again the feeling is, the spring gives 
to the year, 

The old and lonely thoughts again that male 
me hide the tear; 

It’s thinking of a place, I am, the churchyard 

_ and the dead, 

A little cross I long to see above a mother’s 
head, 

And kiss the silver dew, I would, that’s on the 
shamrock there, 

And kneel me for a morn in May with neighbor 
hearts of prayer. 


It’s coming is the spring again, but praised be 
God, I know 

The truer spring will never change the way it 
does below; 

For sure above no ending is of Heaven and 


the May, 
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When hearts that parted meet again and grief 
is passed away; 

When all the clouds of sorrow pass, that wintry 
waitings bring, 

And leave the joy of sunshine full, the ever- 
lasting Spring. 


THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION 


I 
Golden Jubilee Year 


gee that by motion-marking things is 
made, 

Hath this for boast: its wearing years to see 
Not wholly die, but roll in memory, 
Recurrent with old thoughts—as falls the shade 
In that same place upon the dial, laid 

By every noon. And men, with fancy free, 
Cycle the years for golden jubilee, 

To stay with praise some time that else might 


fade. 


Now falls upon our dial-hearts of love 
A golden time—sweet shade of that fair year 
When dogma-trumpets rang “ Immaculate.” 
Loyal, we hold the word, since from above 
Came Gabriel, and to a Virgin’s ear 
Sang rapturous praise that hailed her graceful 


state. 
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II 
Regina Societatis Jesu 


Oft turn to old Manresa loving eyes— 

The little cave to see, dear cloister place, 

That schooled our Saint. Alluring strength — 
of grace 

There led his nobleness in pilgrim guise. 

No legendary Grail had made him wise, 

But unto Christ, the King, he set his face, 

True life to take; and ran a giant’s race 

That still his children run in God’s emprise. 


Queen of those long aspiring hours wert thou, 
And Queen, O Mary, wilt thou sure remain. 
Loyal our humble hearts are vowed to thee; 
Worldwide our praises rise. Our trust allow; 
So Christ and thee our journey may attain, 
And take of heaven eternal jubilee. 


THE MAGI 


VN Eos the mountain and the plain, 

By thirsting noon or freshening night, 
What eyes of faith they kept astrain’ 

To lead them to the Crib aright! 


Through other plains our way must go, 
Through blinding doubt or peaceful light; 
In strength our eyes of faith shall grow 
To see what Star for Christ is bright. 
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ALPHA AND OMEGA 


Dee of ocean cloudward sped 
On a sunbeam track; 
Dew and river led them back 
To their ocean bed. 
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NO MORE 


[' was the lonely gloom of night, 
My heart was numb with pain, 

Miy weary eyes could find no light 
Across the tempest main, 

And thunder crashed in ghastly fright 
Till hope was madly slain. 


~ I called the Master ; where was He 
All through that bitter hour? 

Oh, was His silence mocking me 
Within the Pilot tower? 

Why did that Voice of majesty 
Deny its peaceful power? 


And I had sought some creature then, 
To grasp its mortal care; 
Oh, fool! I thought with fickle men 
My loneliness to share. 
But, lo! I called my Christ again, 
And peace was everywhere. 
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He stood, and looked through loving tears 
Beside the morning shore. 

“O little faith, O foolish fears!” 
This mild rebuke He bore; 

“*O, come, and show through all the years 
So little faith no more!” 


AN AUTUMN HOUR 


M* windowed tower is up the hill 
And sees the wood in fairy dyes; 
And lo! I feel the far-off thrill 


Of death in winter’s wild surmise. 


The leaves have mingled red and gold 
With lingering glow of sunset lights, 
As if to stay the bitter cold 

And deadly dews of autumn nights. 


But, O! the wind will have its way, 
The wolfish famine of its breath 
Upon the shivering boughs will prey 
To the sad monotone of death. 


See, yonder maple now is bare, 
And shows the white and silent stones 
Where grassy mounds give sacred care 


Beneath dead leaves to dust-wrapt bones. 
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And valley trees no longer screen 
The little house adown the lane; 
There on the door grim crape is seen 
And candles gleam behind the pane. 


Life’s autumn there has lost a leaf: 
To-morrow in the graveyard keep 
The dust of flesh with orphan grief 
Shall go unto its wintry sleep. 


Though lonely be the wind that blows 
From shading trees their splendor’s load, 
Ah, well, the mountain clearer shows 
Across the heights a winding road. 


So may it be when death is near, 

And youthful joys are faded weeds,— 

Our faltering eyes will see more clear 
The hilly road that homeward leads. 


THE HYPOCRITE 


SUNLIT smile and summer’s breath’ 
Lie on the pond in placid rest: 
In darkness of the undernest 
Are weeds and reptiles foul with death. 
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SPEAK, LITTLE VOICE 


Ses little voice within me, speak! 
Set is my heart to hear: 
Low is the light and the night is bleak, 
Tell me that God is near. 


Speak, little voice, and strongly say 
I am His little child; 

Counsel and lead me along the way,— 
Life is a pathway wild. 


God is my Father,—O little voice, 
This do you whisper me; 

Father all-watchful, so I rejoice, 
Bleak though the night may be. 
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KNOWLEDGE 


A GOTHIC cave—that looked a haggard eye 

Beneath a mountain’s brow—hushed as 

the dead, 

Once roofed a mystic man. His like is read 
In legendry: strange converse with night’s sky, 
Lone vigils made his worship. Leaping high 
The flaming hearth, with crackling oak boles fed, 
Flung spectral shapes in dance above his head, 
The while his eyes were deep on flower or fly. 


The daytime vales, austere with tome and 
knife, 

He traversed, lost in labyrinthine thought, 

Hopeful to read full well the cliff and sod 

Where dwell the million forms of varied life,— 

Vain, and alas! with sense’s light he sought, 

And found not nature witness to her God. 
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WISDOM 


A VALLEY child, with questing ears and eyes, 
In faith anoint, found voices in the flowers, 
Deep-meaning songs of birds in hidden bowers, 
And cheerful music blown from starry skies. 
To her the buds and greening spears that rise 
In springtime victory, the wind-swept showers 
Of leaf and fruitful seed in autumn hours, 

Alight with meaning, made her knowledge 

wise. 


These ways of life that sense calls mystery 
To her suggestive were; she walked therein 
‘With God and His fair glory for the key: 

As from a tower some watcher sees at night 
The low horizon glimmer, white and thin, 
And knows beneath there glows a city’s light. 


vp 


GOOD-BYE, OLD YEAR 


Coe e old year, good-bye! 
Along the hilltop lace of trees 
The sunset lingers slow, 
As if it would not go, 
Hearing the sighing of the breeze, 
“ Good-bye, old year, good-bye! ”’ 


Good-bye, old year, good-bye! 
Adown the vales of memory, 
The sad days of the year, 
Their every cloud and tear, 
Whisper so kindly up to me, 
** Good-bye, old year, good-bye!” 


Good-bye, old year, good-bye! 
And memory has joys to tell, 
The happy-hearted days, 
God’s many-mercied ways 
Deep in my heart forever dwell,— 
Good-bye, old year, good-bye! 

72 


EVANGELINE 


Ly gentle maid, much have I pitied thee 
For all the sorrow of the valiant heart 
That through the dark kept love’s sure con- 
stancy, 
And cheered thy pilgrim way through wood 
and mart. 


Sweet is the lesson of thy wandering; 
For I, emboldened firmer, seek my Love, 
And to the path He bids shall firmer cling, 


Content if I may see His face Above. 
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THE TRUTH THAT MAKES US FREE 


UARD of the ancient towers, 
Watching the ways of men, 
What of the night and what of the day, 
Have you a message that comes our way, 
What is the word again? 


“Only the ancient summons, 

And the one unchanged decree— 
Know your God and in love fulfil 
The tasks He set to your servant will, 

This: and your peace shall be.” 


Only the ancient summons, 
Watchman, is that you say: 
But what of the light of later fires, 
Flaming with science and men’s desires 
In the markets of thought to-day? 


“Meteor flashes of error, 

Or the will o’ the wisp of pride: 
For men may dream in the plenilune, 
But never a light is like the noon, 


Where the words of God abide. 
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“Baubles of broken fragments, 
And stammerings of the schools, 
Strata of dust and withered scrolls 
That pride ina convict’s garb unrolls 
In a mystery to fools. 


“Yea, and their hearts might know it, 

For the ages tell them so, 
That a thousand lights from the light of God 
Fall from the skies and lift from the sod, 

And the simplest child may know. 


“Not in the tavern’s glimmer, 
And not to the senses’ light, 
Shall ever the truth unseal the blind; 
But. the beacon of faith shall steer the mind 
To the harbor-ways aright.” 


Guard of the ancient towers, 

With the one unchanged decree, 
Down through the night and across the day, 
The primal message abides our way, 

And the truth that makes us free. 


THE LIFELONG WAR 


Sm goes the strife; the anguish does not 
die, 
Stronger the flesh is grown, for earthly years, 
In siege about my soul that upward peers 
To see and hold its Good. The spirit’s eye 
Approves the better things; but senses spy 
The passing sweets, spurning the present 
fears, 
And take their moment’s prize. Ah, then hot 
tears 
Deluge my soul, and contrite moans my cry! 


Courage, my heart: bright patience to the end! 
Few years remain; then goes the warring wall 
Of sensuous flesh, that men will throw to 

earth. 

Amen! for so the contrite soul shall wend 

A homeward way unto the Captain’s call, 
Eternally to know contrition’s worth. 
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COMMEMORATIONS 


he 


THE GOOD OLD DAYS 


Ae melodies in human hearts may be 
Rossini’s lyre reveals in ‘ William Tell,”’ 
The rythmic chords or dulcet airs that dwell 
By mountain crags and shepherds on the lea. 
Yet to his heart seemed dear one melody,— 
The pastoral tones that through the oboe’s 
shell 
Recurrent sound and sweet, as if to quell 
All sense delights and haunt deep memory. 


Kindred the music is unto our lives: 

For deep with us are countless harmonies 

Of knowledge grown from more to more, and 
praise 

Of earnest life; yet in our love survives 

One constant song (our hearts in varied keys 

Oft sing) of “ Georgetown” and the good old 
days. 
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TO A CARMELITE POSTULANT 


(San Francisco, May, 1910.) 


ey the banks of May are fair, 
Charm of sound and sight, 
Breath of heaven fills the air, 
To the world’s delight.’ 


Far more wondrous is a bower, 

' Fairer than the May, 

Love-of-God it wears in flower, 
Blooming night and day. 


Love-of-God within the heart 
Multicolored grows, 

Now a lily’s counterpart, 
Now the blood-red rose. 


Come the sun or chilling rain, 
Come the drought or dew, 
Crocus health or violet pain, 


Love-of-God is true. 
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To a Carmelite Postulant 8] 


Hard may be the mountain-side, 
Soft the valley sod, 
Yet will fragrance sure abide 


With the Love-of-God. 


Where the grace of Heaven leads, 
There it makes a home, 

Hills a hundred and the meads 
Will its pathway roam. 


Carmel by the western sea 
Holds your blessed bower: 
Love-of-God eternally 
Keep your heart a-flower. 


MY SISTER 
(Obiit, May, 1898) 


ADLY her hands were folded white and cold, 
Across the silent breast, 
Then tenderly we set her ‘neath the mould,— 
Poor child that longed for rest; 
And there above the winding sheet of sod, 
We stood and blessed the welcome will of God. 


Young were her years when first to Calvary 
Her little steps were led; 
Still on, beside her loyal Christ, went she, 
Courageously she sped; 
Through seasons when she smiled in gentle 
peace, 
And days that battled for a soul’s release. 


As when the moon far up a cloudless sky 
Laughs down the hills alight, 

Anon the cold and windward clouds rush by 
To show how black is night: 

So, now in merry ease, now sorrow’s shade, 


The little story of her life is made. 
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Oft have I seen her at the dying day 
Drink deep the sunset glow, 

And watch the nighthawk wheeling far away, 
The children come and go; 

And like a prisoned bird that would be free, 


She sang one lonely evening melody. 


Far out upon the seas of midnight pain 
Our child would often go, 
While hearts of pity prayed across the main 
Of sorrow’s ebb and flow,— 
Sad wonderment that watched a soul so brave, 
Our mariner upon the tossing wave. 


Beating to windward has she been these years 
About a tristful sea; 

At last the Pilot wiped away her tears 
And putting towards the lee, 

Unto the Master of the Port to come, 

He welcomed down her flag of martyrdom. 


THE BURIAL OF A NUN 


H, she is dead, and all in vain 
Was all the labor that they gave 
To tempt her to the sunny pane, 
Or where the air had freshest wave. 
Oh, she is dead, and like the Dove, 
That from the Ark could find no rest, 
Her soul, on steady wings of love, 
Has sought the Mansion of the Blest. 


They, joined her fingers lily white 
And place the Sacred Image there, 
Then locked the board that hid the light 
From out the coffin’s prison-air: 
Then slowly moved the silent train 
Adown the cloister’s prayerful hall, 
Out-marching to the beat of rain, 
To where aspergill willows fall, 


We halted by the yawning grave— 
So like a monster mouth of death; 
Its chilling silence seemed to crave 


Our burden of the wind’s wet breath; 
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We stayed our grief until each word 
From blessing of the priest was said, 

And hid our eyes the while we heard 
Concealing clods fall o’er the dead. 


Still played the march of beating rain 
As back we labored from the mound, 
It dulled our hearts with beating pain 
And slower made the homeward ground. 
We turned and saw from cloistered hall 
The lily-covered bed of clay, 
The willows lower seemed to fall 
To shield it from the cloud-swept day. 


Then on the tears that weighed the trees 
From rifted clouds a sunbeam fell, 
And clad in gold the misted breeze 
That chanted at the graveyard cell; 
It set a rainbow in our eyes 
And bade us look beyond the tomb, 
And know our love lives in the skies 
In gardens of eternal bloom. 


FOR AN APRIL WEDDING 


EE the birds from southlands coming, 
back to skies of northern air, 
Rainbow-tinted, hear them singing, flinging 
music everywhere. 


Careful of a law that keeps them, see them 
mate along the breeze, 

And with artist craft they build them peace- 
ful homes among the trees. 


There when summer’s wealth of glory thick 
along the wood is hung, 

Shall contentment spread a mantle for the 
safety of the young. 


O, the carols! O, what gladness there will 
be within the home, 
All the June days, through the August, till 


the autumn brings the gloam! 
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And when raging come the whirlwinds, deadly 
to the house of trees, 


God will lead these birds that trust Him back 


to sunny southern leas. 


And the same good constant Father blesses 
now your springtime ways, 

He will keep your joyful summer, lead you 
Home in autumn days. 


TO E. D. 
(On the Day of his Vows) 


spe are silver stars for night, 
Rose and gold at dawn of day, 
Cooling shades for noontime’s light, 
Fairy tints in evening’s way; 
Dewdrops for the parching rose, 
Fringing ferns that veil the spring, 
Errant vines that deep enclose 
Ruined walls where birds may sing. 


But no star e’er beamed so fair 

As a mother’s watching eyes, 

And the glow her worn cheeks wear 
Dims the wondrous pictured skies, 
And no rose e’er caught the dew 
With a love like mother’s kiss, 

And her cradle-songs outdo 


Birds that chant leaf-cloistered bliss. 
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To E. D. 


God knew best that tearful day, 
When He closed thy mother’s eyes, 
When her lips grew senseless clay, 
And her ears outlocked thy cries; 
God knew best, and God is love, 
No lone sparrow but He keeps, 
Desert flowers trust help Above, 


And unheard no orphan weeps. 


God is love, and love is true, 
True the promise Christ has made, 
Now a Mother smiles anew, 
Orphan patience now is paid. 
Mother, welcome thou thy son, 
Bless the love he brings to thee, 
Bless the life to-day begun 

Strong unto eternity. 
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TO A NUN OF THE GOOD SHEPHERD 
(Her Silver Jubilee) | 


F in a wild-wood, where no sunbeam falls, 
Ferocious with the lure of deadly ground, 
Some wayward child were lost, with dread 
inwound, 
Afar from safe estate in sheltered walls,— 
O, praise the man, whom gentle pity calls; 
Who dares the wood and monster death around: 
Away from death he lifts the child; resound 
Again glad voices in a father’s halls. 


This life is thine: no single sacrifice 

Thy silver years proclaim, but numberless; 
And numberless the silver praises now 

That speak in grateful hearts and tearful eyes; 
Poor be their utterance, but rich they bless, — 
With more than silver does their love endow. 


go 


BY-PATHS WITH CHILDREN 


CHILD LOVE 


T a world a child can see 
With the faith that lights his eyes! 
What companionship can be 
In a love that never dies! : 


In the Fall our Mary died, 

And when Winter chilled the ground, 
Lonely were the winds that cried 

O’er the cold and leafless mound. 


But when Spring made mild the air, 
Snowdrifts fled the sun’s warm breath, 
And again the grave was bare 
O’er our sister’s sleep of death. 


Then we sought that mound again, 
And above the greening sward, 
Told her patient years of pain 
And our faith in her reward. 
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Child Love 


In the mid-mould of the grave 
Little seeds we gently pressed— 
That in Summer hours should wave 

Flowers that Mary loved the best. 


Then we sealed our work that day 
With the breathings of our prayer, 
And we took a silent way 
Homeward through the lonely air. 


Little Joe stayed by the mound, 
Speaking—and in accents bright 

Came his voice across the ground, 
Saying, “ Mary, dear, good-night.” 


Little Joe, our five-year boy, 
To our hearts a wisdom gave: 
For his words, so full of joy, 
Taught how love lives o’er the grave. 


Child Love 


Oh, the world a child can see 

With the faith that lights his eyes! 
What companionship can be 

In a love that never dies! 
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IN A SEA-SHELL 


NCE a child beside her mother 
Held a sea-shell to her ear, 
Fancying the distant ocean 
Far to windward she could hear. 


““O, my mother, why the moaning, 
Sad and low it seems to be?” 
’Tis the water's Miserere 
For the dead beneath the sea. 


‘“ Now the sounds are sweet and hopeful, 
Crooning low, but calling far:” 
Some lone mother of a sailor 
Calls the care of Ocean’s Star. 


“QO, then tell me why the shrieking, 
And a wild and lonely cry:” 
For the sailor rides the rigging 
And the wild winds whistle by. 
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“Strong with joy is now the music, 
Drawing near it seems to be:” 
Near the harbor sings the sailor 


Hymns of Mary, Star of Sea. 


“Songs I hear all full of gladness, 
Close beside a sunny shore:” 
When the sailor greets his mother 
Safe beside the cottage door. 


THE COUNSELLOR 


FRakes in the morning, 
Late again at night, 
Calmly stands a counsellor 
Clear before my sight, 
Weighing wrong and right. 


Early in the morning 
Command he gives to me,— 
“Up and hold the battlement, 
Where, what passions be, 
Keep the standard free.” 


Ah, but with the noonday 
Languid I forget, 
And the watchful enemy 
Watchlessly I let 


Mount the parapet. 


Chiding then the night-time 
Smites my traitor ear: 
““ Wounds you wear of cowardice, 
God alone it’s clear 
Kept the standard here.” 
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The Counsellor 


Give me yet a morrow 


So I'll bear the fight, 
Pray me, little counsellor, 
Death that brings the night 


Find my standard bright. 


MAY-DAY 
ay Gea rapture thrills along the hills 


In welcome of the Spring! 
In bright array they greet his way 
With flowery offering: 
Abloom are trees with melodies 
Where birds all joyous sing. 


Yet fairer far the lovelands are 
Within our souls to-day! 

Like wondrous flowers in springtime hours, 
Our hearts in fragrance sway, 

And bloom all sweet before the feet 
Of Mary, Queen of May. 


O here we bring for offering 
The lily’s heart of white, 

The love that blows from lilac rows 
In purple splendor bright; 

And every hue that blossoms drew 


From mines of golden light. 
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May Day 101 


Dear Mother, take the gifts we make 
From springtime’s flowering; 

And take, above the May-time, love, 
Our hearts all gladly bring, 

Eternal be our praise of thee, 


Mother of Christ, the King! 


FRIENDS AGAIN 


OR some rebuke, poor little lad, 
His heart waged war on me, 
The friendly soul that once he had 
Now fed on enmity. 


He came across my wonted path 
With dark averted face; 

Upon his brow hung puny wrath, 
Where once was merry grace. 


And should I leave him to his pride 
And petty childishness, 

Or cast forbidding thought aside 
And do sweet deeds that bless? 


When on the morrow we did meet, 
I waved—Good-day, my lad!— 
His voice came back, all clear and sweet, 


His heart was overglad. 
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Friends Again 103 


And well, good Lord, I pray to Thee, 
’ If e’er I give Thee pain, 
O, let Thy Heart’s humility 

Come bring me back again. 


THE BONNIE PRINCE O° SPRING 


dhe little green soldiers are here at. last, 
With their waving blades and spears; 
And across the hills they are marching fast 
With the drill of a thousand years: 
And I wave afar, and I shout, Hurrah! 
Till I hear their echoing cheers. 


A bonnie prince is at their head, 
And his love all the legions know; 

For he gives them rest where the twigs are red 
At the hedges cool in a row: 

And afoot are they soon to a birdlike tune 
On the northward march to go. 


Oh, I am leal to the marching men, 
To my bonnie Prince I am true; 

For he tells me the way to his tented glen, 
And the secret password too: 

And he sets in my hair a blossom to wear, 


Like his own good horsemen do. 
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Then I will follow on all the day 
Where the bonnie Prince has led, 

Till we drive the Winter foemen away 
And throne my Prince instead: 

And sing willaloo! with the birds, willaloo! 
For the Winter King is dead. 


AN AUTUMN ROSE-TREE 
(My Little Niece) 


T seemed too late for roses 
When I walked abroad to-day, 

October stood in silence, 

By the hedges all the way: 
Yet did I hear a singing, 

And I saw a red rose-tree:— 
‘In fields so gray with autumn 
How could song or roses be! 


Oh, it was never maple 

Nor the dogwood’s coat afire, 
No sage with scarlet banners, 

Nor the poppy’s vested choir: 
The breeze that may be music 

When the summer lawns are fair 
Will have no heart for singing 


In the autumn’s mournful air. 
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As I went up the roadway, 
Under cold and lonely skies, 
A song I heard, a rose-tree 
Waved to me in glad surprise:— 
A red cloak and a ribbon, 
(Round the braided hair of jet) 
And redder cheeks than roses 
Of a little Margaret. 


Now God is good in autumn, 
He can name the birds that sing, 
He loves the hearts of children 
More than flowery fields of spring: 
And when the years of winter 
Gray with Margaret will be, 
God will find her love still blossom 


Like a red rose-tree. 


MOTHER AND I IN THE MAY 


UEENS may ride in a gilded coach, 
With guards at every door; 
Kings go out with their cavalry, 
Trumpeters playing before; 
And the city is gay 
In a royal way, 
Hail to the king! says the cannon’s roar. 


I ama king in my own good realm, 
And I have a royal sway; 
Over the land is my mother Queen, 
_ All in a queenly way; 
And a throne have we 


And chivalry, 


Down in our valleys of May. 


Never a guardsman walks with us, 
When we go through the land, 
Yet may a thousand liegemen come 
To take us by the hand; 
And everywhere 
We hear the air 


Echo a singing band. 
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Kind are the eyes that look at us, 
Brave are the words they say; 
Gentle the service the flowermen give, 
Uniformed in our way; 
Long be our reign, 
Long live the twain, 


Mother and I in the May! 


TO CATHERINE 
(Aged Five) 


pee the roads of June with me 
Went a little song, 

Running on by brook and tree, 
Luring me along. 


“*Kataleen! O Kataleen!’’ 
Was the song | heard. 


Who was she that seemed the queen 
~ Of a lovelorn bird? 


Vainly watched I every throat 
Up and down the glen; 

Never thrush could sing the note, 
Oriole or wren. 


Home I came across the green, 
By the wooded lane; 
“ Kataleen! O Kataleen!” 


Still the sweet refrain. 
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To Catherine 


Catherine was at the door, 
Rose-like waved her hand, 
Sweeter music than before 


Ran around the land. 


Now I know who is the queen, 
Whose the minstrel art: 
Catherine is Kataleen, 
Sings a mother’s heart. 
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THE SONG OF WORKADAY MILL 


Per brook runs down by Workaday Hill, 
And turns the wheel of the valley mill,— 
The wheel and the brook that work all day 
With a merry song and joyful way: 
“ Welapse-is-leery, welapse-is-loo! 
We never get weary; O hist, do you>”’ 


And mother she smiled, one day as we stayed 
To hear the song the waterwheel made; 
The mill is the heart of the valley, said she, 
And the good folk work to this melody: 
“* Welapse-is-leery, welapse-is-loo! 
We never get weary; O say, do you?” 


Full wagons come down from many a plain 
And bring the harvest of golden grain; 
And out to the world goes flour for bread 
From the good folk’s work and the song that 
said: 
“ Welapse-is-leery, welapse-is-loo! 
We never get weary, and why should 
you?” 
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And mother she said, as we came away, 
That song is for work, as song is for play; 
And the work God gives to us all, said she, 
If done in His will, is a melody: 
“Perhaps it’s dreary, perhaps it’s small, 
But we never weary; God counts it all.’ 


TO HELEN AND GERARD 


O: THERE was the shore like a cloth of gold, 
And blue was the sky that day, 

And bright as a beam from the laughing sea 
Came wonderment and they. 


O, where was the shore and the cloudless sky, 
And the sea so passing fair? 

At a little chapel on Lady-day, 
And the flower of friendship there. 


When the tapers passed and the hymn was 
still 
And the organ’s soul of praise, 
To the doorway home two children came 


And blessed all future days. 


O, the soft spring-buds take the old oak-tree, 
And the tiny hands took mine, 
In the tendril fingers my heart was fast 


Like a tower within the vine. 
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Now that was the day of the wondrous sky, 
By the shores of youth we strayed, 

For the sand was gold and the sea was song 
To the hearts of the boy and maid. 


O, great were the towns we built in the sand, 
And oft did we sail the sea, 

And we found a lost Utopian land 
Though never a league went we. 


But, alas! for the tides must rise and fall, 
And, alas! for the years also: 

Where the tides of time go east and west 
On the separate seas we go. 


Yet the towns stand true by the singing shore, 
All loyal in sun or rain, 

And the towers we built in the Long-Ago 
Look fondly over the main. 


On their ship aloft where I set it safe 
Is the banner of God’s good will: 

At rest in the bay or running a gale, 
My prayer goes with it still. 


LEAVES OF A DETOUR 


1897-1898 
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AN ARTIST'S DEN 


Phe the dreamless crowd and ragged lane 
Of city life, he dwells in other air: 

With doubtful step you mount the creaking 

stair, 

And past each leaning wall and window-pane 

(Frescoed bizarre with Time’s neglected stain), 

You find his dear elysium: cold and bare 

The garret gloom may be; to him how fair 

The castles are he dreams in sunny Spain. 


No rose of morn nor evening gold can see 
His sombre eaves: yet here bright visions rise 
Of worlds ethereal,—deep vales of green 

Mid Irish hills; rich plains of Normandy ; 

Wild Alpine ways; the fair Italian skies, 

And the far realms that legend keeps serene. 


Paris. 
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A BALLAD OF NORMANDY 


Sie climbed a hill in Normandy, 

A hill far-looking to the sea; 

Gray tears were in her mother eyes, 
Her searching eyes, 

That held in quest the distant west, 

Where ocean meets the falling skies. 


“QO, mother, why is grief so pale? 
These tears, n’est-ce pas, may tell a tale>”’ 
“* Mais oui,’ said she, “ my grief of Jacques, 
Mon cheri Jacques, 
Ah, woe the day, he sailed away, 
Malheur! the seas and thunder-wrack. 


* Mon enfant lui, the world was he, 
And joy lived home with him and me; 
Till coming to his manhood years, 

His earning years, 
He begged from home the sea to roam, 


To win red gold in sailor fears. 
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“He loved the sea, and songs of praise 
He knew to tell of landless ways, 
Of isle and town where he had gone, 
Brave Jacques had gone; 
Ma foi, he railed the sea he sailed, 
When high with rage the storm ran on. 


“* What gifts were mine when he came home 
To rest him from the ocean roam; 
And there beneath our cottage light, 
His beacon light, 
With bits of gold and stories old, 
To merry day he turned the night. 


“ Away, mon Dieu, off he sailed one day, 

I saw the ship go down the bay, 

I saw the clouds bring down the black, 
Their shrouds of black:— 

I trust no word that day I heard, 

That never more I’ll see my Jacques.” 


And still she climbs in Normandy 

The hill that looks far to the sea: 

Gray tears are in her mother eyes, 
Poor, hoping eyes, 

That watch the west in lonely quest, 

Where ocean weds the silent skies. 


Haore. 


THE ALPINE MOON 


ie full array ye look a warrior band, 

Brave Alps, when clan resounds to clan the 
cry 

That hails the coming of your queen on high: 

Undaunted, whether patched in shrubs ye 
stand, 

Or helmeted in stone (an eagle-land), 

Or cap-a-pie in snow, ye meet her eye, 

And stately take her greetings from the sky, 

Passing her silver train from hand to hand. 


Her angry moods bespeak a tyrant’s spleen; 
Across the armored campus of a cloud 

She runs her thund’ring car and shakes the air: 
But when she comes the loyal loving queen, 
Against your veteran cheeks her head is bowed, 
And on your coats the silver of her hair. 


Savoy. 


BY THE LOIRE 


eet hovering’ peace the river moves 
serene, 

And gathers to its kind, enshrining eye 

A thousand pictures out of earth and sky:— 
Horizon battlements, a border scene: 

Yonder the caverned hills, where folk convene 
With meditative sight; there nested high 

Old mistletoe that saw the Druids die; 

And thrifty windmills on the hilly green. 


By paths of springtime buds or autumn leaves 
Obedient to the far-alluring sea, 

The widening waters go by hill and glen: 

On, on, through rosy morns and purple eves, 
With one long, slow farewell to Brittany, 
And legend lands, where Cesar led his men. 


Angers. 
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VIA APPIA 


PREAD like a scroll, behold the wondrous 
highway, 
Ancient of years with ghosts of fable teeming, 
Fragments of fame that keep at every byway 

Memory gleaming. 


Here as in tombs the centuries are sleeping, 

Over the dust the splendor falls of glory, 

Clear is the air, at dawn or evening keeping 
Magic of story. 


Hither I came in schoolhood’s happy hours, 
Down the long road did Horace gladly guide 
me, 
Still can I hear along the singing bowers 
Horace beside me. 


Yea, and I hear the cry of censure falling, 

Juvenal’s tones that sang in hammered 
measures 

Satires of scorn, upon the City calling 


Doom for its pleasures. 
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Once out the roads went armied desolations, 
Flinging the standard o’er the farthest foeman, 
Chained to the car returned the captive nations, 


Thralls of the Roman. 


Now from the nations all the roads are Rome- 
ward, 
Conquest is fleet, but wings of peace are fleeter, 
Here is the gate that leads the people Home- 
ward, 
Subject to Peter. 


Rome. 


A MIDNIGHT MOON 


q Bes chemist dips in his acetic bowl 

A long-lost coin, its verdigris to clean 
In vapored pungence, till again the sheen 

Seems a new coin. So Night, with mystic stole 
From sunset’s loom (while bells of vesper toll 
O’er hills asperged with dew), lifts up serene 
A cuprous moon from staining damps terrene, 
High to the stars’ rich-ethered casserole. 


Soft through assoiling clouds and starry light 
The bathing odors of the breezes blow, 

Till unalloyed, the zenithed moon all bright 
Silvers the silent air. Like is the hour 

When a cathedral’s hush and taper glow 
Bespeak the Host upraised in blessed power. 


Issy, pres Paris. 
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AN EVENING PASTURE-LAND 


| Dee where the skies outspread an evening 
plain 

A sweeter reed than ancient Pan could tune 

Breathes to the western air an olden croon. 

Upon the winds that waft the luring strain, 

The cloudland shepherd from a hidden lane 

Bids out his airy flocks: no richer boon 

To cattle are the clover fields of June 

Than to the clouds the sunset’s golden grain. 


Westward!’ Away! Again they hear the call, 
And quick they gambol to the evening gate, 
Where rivulets of varied nectar fall. 

Some merry go and praise the day’s delight, 
And some, alas! with lightning brows of hate, 
Till silence locks them in the folds of night. 


Oxford. 
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OLD GLENGARIFF BY THE SEA 


Gye Glengariff by the sea, 

Faith, you’ve witched the heart from me: 
All the children know it well, 

Every hedge of hill and dell 

Stand before my memorie: 

“* Come,” they cry, and quick reply, 

“To Glengariff by the sea.” . 


Wisha then, it’s true for me,— 
Sure I’ve seen fair Italie: 

I’d not have her bluest skies 
For a look of your bright eyes; 
And the brooks of Tivolie 
Would I give, a day to live 

In Glengariff by the sea. 


Old Glengariff, you’re for me 

All a fairy historie, 

From your mountains to the bay, 
Where the Shan Van Vocht, they say, 
Saw the French that came to free, 
From the pall of Saxon thrall, 


Erin’s isle that gems the sea. 
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Whist! what battle-cries you’ve heard, 
When from clan to clan went word— 
Bright as Bel-fires through the sky— 
That your sons should do or die: 
“Mother Erin calls to ye; 

Pikes, my men, to-night the glen, 
In Glengariff by the sea.” 


What the bards have sung of you 
Every word of them is true; 

Song and story round you dwell, 
Twice and more nor books can tell; 
Erin’s heart of melodie 

Still is bright by day or night 

In Glengariff by the sea. 


Romance—sure it is your child, 

Like the fuschias growing wild: 

And I see in starry hours, 

Up the crags and castle bowers, 
Valiant knights that gallantlie 

Bared their blades for honored maids, 
In Glengariff by the sea. 


130 Old Glengariff by the Sea 
Old Glengariff by the sea, 


Keep the heart you’ve witched from me: 
Moor and mountain all along 

Whisper Glashen-glora’s song 

Steady in my memorie, 

Till the day I go away 

To Glengariff by the sea. 


Glengariff. 


MILESTONES 


AN INVOCATION 


ORD, take the helm; ’tis day, yet am I lost 
Upon a sea: 
On billows perilous my bark is tossed 
That seeks for Thee. 
O, reach across the waves a saving Hand, 
And keep my vision hopeful to the Land. 


O’er sunward seas of youth I freely sped 
The morning bright; 
Now gray the light has grown, the day ahead 
Is near the night: 
O, let me see Thy beacon flashes clear, 
Against the gale and rock-bound coasts cf fear. 


Holy Cross, 1895 
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RESIGNATION 


‘eyes the sea would I sail one day, 
In youth’s light barque to the far-away; 
Bright joy in the sail would never fail 
To waft me along in a cloudless song 
To the beautiful Isles of Rest:— 
But no breeze would blow, 
And now I know 
It was all for the best. 


Then I left the ship and the wish to roam, 
And thought of castles to build at home, 
The mansions grand that I proudly planned 
With golden walls round the marble halls, 

But down they fell like a wind-tossed nest:— 
For the storms would blow, 
And now I know 

It was all for the best. 
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And now, ah now! my dreams are gone, 
And the wind and the wave of the years rush on: 
But out of the past is the future cast, 
And the dreams of yore as I scan them o’er 
Loom up before me with lessons blest:— 
Things would not be so, 
But now I know 
It was all for the best. 


Georgetown, 1596 


A NEW DAY 


WAY ona hill that stands in the East, 
Like a dome in the morning gray, 
A youth has gone and his heart makes feast 
Of a promising new-born day. 


In his soul is the breath of a tireless hope, 
That soars like the lark on wing, 

And his feet heed never the vines that grope, 
And his heart has a song of spring. 


As he looks to the valleys of Yesterday 
Good faces are clear to his view, 

And they call his retreat, and bid him stay 
In the ease of the paths he knew. 


But he girds him firmer and greets the morn, 
And the heights where the fray shall be: 
With a humble heart for endeavor born, 


He prays on bended knee:— 
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“Dear Lord, in Thy patience I come at last, 
Thou hast beckoned me through the way, 
With my old heart dead in the old dead past, 


I rise for the coming day! 


“And mayhap I shall know from the way I 
went 
A lesson of worth to teach 
To some lone brother in bravery bent 
For the height his heart would reach.” 


Montreal, 1898 


BREAKING RANKS 


Goes of a kindred hearthside, 
Here beneath our own rooftree, 
Let us rest and tell affection 
Of the days that used to be. 
Let us rest here ere the morrow 
Leads to other ways of men, 
And with blessing mark the future 
As we start the march again. 


Varied is the roaded future, 
_ Right or left, O, who may say> 
Paths that break our ranks and lead us, 
Each to his own hopeful way. 
So ere parting, let us linger 
Round the scenes we know so well, 
Storing memory with riches 
For the far-off days to tell. 


There we were in childhood’s kingdom, 
By contentment’s ingleside, 
Where we heard large-hearted neighbors 


(When the winds of winter cried), 
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Tell the hours in song and story, 
Songs of knight and rapparee, 
Tell again the old, old stories 
Of Hy Brasil far a-sea. 


Back we see the lanes and valleys 
Where our childhood fancies grew, 

And the brooks that carried with them 
Fairy cargoes that we knew: 

And we gained of joyous rambles 
Earnest hopes to guard the years, 

Quickened faith and hearts of courage 
For the hills of coward fears. 


There’s a little church quaint-nested, 
Where the green trees set it fair, 
There we learned the higher lessons 

And the might of humble prayer: 
Serving at the blessed altar,— 

Ah, long years must fade away, 
For our souls to lose the vision 

Of a First Communion day. 


Quick the years have sped beyond us, 
Since the happy schoolroom times, 

When we conned the mighty future 
Mightily in little rhymes: 
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High reached up the soul’s endeavor 
In each little work and game, 

High the heart beat when they told us 
That our deeds foreshadowed fame. 


Other years have come and passed us, 
Other scenes have held our eyes, 
From the green old hills of Ireland 
To the blue Italian skies: 
Science with its mighty mountains, 
Books that show the human heart, 
Miracles of brush and canvas, 
And the sculptor’s magic art. 


Comrades of our dear old hearthside, 
God be with those olden days, 
God ahead go with the future 
And the march in other ways: 
Blessings from our own good rooftree, 
Right or left our ways shall see 
Joy as free and hearts as happy 
As in days that used to be. 


Home, 1899 


FROM MY FATHER 
(For My Vow-day) 


lige my wish and all its meaning, 
To my boy this blessed day, 
Fondly tell him hearts are beating, 
Greeting him though far away; 
Hearts that keep their old affection, 
Here beneath the loved rooftree, 
Now o’erflow with joyous prayers, 
For the vows this morn to be. 


Greet him for me, as I’ve often, 
Hand in hand and cheek to cheek, 
Bide a few unworded moments, 

Till the ready tongue can speak; 
Give him them with all its fulness,— 
In my inmost heart ’tis born— 
“‘Here’s a father’s love, God bless it, 
To my child this holy morn.” 
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You may tell him, tho’ he knows it, 
That we miss the days of yore, 

And the simple joys that blessed them, 
How we tell them o’er and o’er! 

And the fragrant fields and woodlands 
Oft we walk, as when of old, 
With our hands locked fast together, 
Up and down their ways we strolled. 


Sure you'll tell him, since he left me, 
All his books are safe away, 

And his trinkets o’er the mantle, 
Join the fireside’s merry play; 

And you'll whisper that his mother, 
(Half her prayers she gives to him) 
To the window brings a picture, 

Ere the sunset lights are dim. 


Never breadth of time or distance, 
Schoolboy fame or honored lore, 
Weakened in his heart our memory, 
Changed the smile of old he wore; 
For his letters took me with him, 
Over seas to far-off climes, 

And from mighty books he taught me 
Speech of sage and poet’s rhymes. 


From My Father 


Now he tells me of the Blackrobes, 
Worldwide in unfearing strife, 
Bringing through their tireless battles, 
Saving Christ-rule into life; 

See glad tears have marked his letter, 
Where he points that morn to me, 
When in vestments by the Altar 
Friest of Christ he prays to be. 


Oh, the passing years, how fleeting! 
Oh, the waited years, how long! 

And these gray hairs fear the future, 
But my trust in God is strong; 
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Hope makes young, and faith is hopeful, 


Grant, good Lord, these eyes may see 
What this vow-day is foretelling— 
That first Mass-morn’s ecstasy. 


Frederick, 1901 


AD SODALES 


paeoues from restless marts, by God’s high 
grace, 

We ply the looms of learning. Threaded 
thought 

Of Plato and the Stagirite well wrought 

With Aquin’s warp and woof we deftly trace; 

And tints that science drew from stellar space, 

With what of earth the curved strata taught, 

And Faith’s fair colors that Redemption 
brought— 

Weave we into a garment for the race. 


Work bravely in the lists for truth arrayed, 

Unfearing what the present boasts, or lore 

Hid in the womb of some far age’s art. 

Trust God for victory: as that Egypt maid, 

Brave Catherine, won Grecian masters o’er 

And changed to Christ the Athens in their 
heart. 


Woodstock, 1903 
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THE CILy S: PRAISE 


E'ER did I think to love the crowded 
Town, 
With noises sown and babe: towers of care: 
For all my years had loved the gentle air 
Of country lanes; my eyes with brooks ran 
down 
The sunny vales, while all the hills for gown 
Wore peace perennial; each hour was fair 
With gifts entrancing,—day with music rare, 
And night so royal with its starry crown. 


Years change and we: now dearer seems to me 
The city’s life. Here run in lovely ways 
Lives beautiful to God, as brooks I know 

To ocean run; nor does the country see 

In all its fields such flowers to win my praise 
As youthful hearts that here beside me grow. 


Boston, 1904 
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TO MY CLASS 


[ heart of the May is beating fast 

By hill and vale and the greenwood tree, 
And with it awaken thoughts of the past 

And memories dear to you and me. 


When first we met it was May for you, 
With buds of hope in your opening hearts, 
And far you saw with a vision true. 
To the ways of life and its mystic arts. 


From you to me came a kindred soul,— 
A spirit of youth for work or play, 

To trade with endeavor and pay glad toll, 
And fashion the future out of to-day. - 


The knights of Arthur summoned us on, 
And we met the Forum’s men of renown, 
We marched to the sea with Xenophon, 


And saw with Shakespeare many a town. 
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The triumph of failure, we learned its worth, 
And the hours of victory made us wise; 

For an earnest deed is the soul’s new birth 
And leads it up to the nearing skies. 


Though years have sped, we treasure the May, 
And we keep it strong for the years to be; 

Our hearts enriched from the yesterday 

Is the morrow’s confident legacy. 


And here do we part, but one good prayer 
Ahead on the road with you I send,— 

In cloudless peace or in clouds of care, 

God bless you, and bless you unto the end. 


Boston, 1907 


TO IRISH MOTHERS 


, LISTEN, Irish mothers, 
In Ireland far away, 
Wherever in that holy land 
You kneel to-night and pray:— 
O, say you will on bended knee 
With blessed words remember me 
To help my priesthood day. 


For now the road grows shorter 
Unto the Vineyard’s height, 

And with the joy of blessed thoughts 
My heart of hope is bright: 

With earnest will to work and pray 

I hasten on and up the way 
I see the altar light. 


So when the little children 
Are near you with the beads, 
O, whisper them a stranger’s name 


And tell them of my needs: 
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For sure I know the childlike prayer 
Will win our Mother Mary’s care 
To where my pathway leads. 


The length and breadth of Ireland 
Some day I'll travel through 

And raise a Soggarth’s grateful hand 
In blessing over you: 

And say the Mass, and mention there 

The hearts that thought of me in prayer,— 
The prayer that’s coming true. 


Woodstock, 1909 


THE WIDE WORLD OF MY TOWN 


yates in the mountain hides the gold, 
And pearls lie deep in the seas, 
That men may find if men make bold 
With the gambling of energies. 
And I come back by the hills to-day 
And the roads that lead to town, 
From a thousand mile that I went away 
When the little house looked down. 


But plenteous gold I fetch not home, 
Nor gems of the deep-sea caves, 
‘And light is my purse as the airy foam 
On the lips of idle waves,— 
Naught of the mountain mines I bring, 
Nor the gleaming coral isles, 
Yet wealth may know a worthier thing 
And a richer cause that smiles. 


For a Sign is sealed across my hands, 
And a Mark my soul must hold 

That richer is than treasure-lands 
And blesses more than gold:— 
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The Wide World of My Town 15] 
The hands I raise for God to-day 


To call rich blessings down 
Wherever the good folk watch and pray 
In the wide world of my town. 


Woodstock, 1912 


Thanks are due to The Atlantic Monthly, 
The Ave Maria, The Catholic World, and The 
Independent for the courteous permission to 
reprint some of the verses that appear in this 
volume 
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